it then proceeded to stick a tongue of pink cardboard at
me. There were words printed on it. I tore off the slip
and read my penny destiny:

A star danced.
And you were born.

SHAKESPEARE.

I accepted my fate without hesitation. The gypsy meant
to tell me that I would be a dancer and some day I would
be a star.

A few days later I went to the printers in Clapham High
Street and ordered some cards. I had written out what I
wished the printer to put on these bits of pasteboard:

LITTLE GERTIE LAWRENCE
Child Actress and Danseuse

BRIXTON  THEATRE

I had used the name Lawrence, because that was the stage
name Mother used. I was especially proud of the word
"danseuse," which, according to the old gentleraans who
printed the cards, meant "dancer" in French. Already
I could see my name in electric lights in Shaftesbury
Avenue, I had never been to that thoroughfare except on
a bus, but I had heard about it and dreamed of it as children
today talk and dream about Hollywood.

I did not show the pink slip of paper with my fortune
to anyone; perhaps I was afraid it would not come true if I
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